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l A M RED TH ERE HS N @ PL fhe Four Stages of the Downward

[ TH
TENDERLOIN. -

EN years ago, in ‘the little town of Riverton, N. J.,
upon the banks of the Delaware River, lived a
beautiful, laughing girl of fourteen. Her name
was Florence Richardson.

Her parents idolized her, #nd she was the sunshine of
her home.

Her beauty was so rare, and her talents so marked, that
friends advised a higher grade of education than could be
obtained in the guiet Jersay town {n whioch she llved. Her
mother turned instinctively to the seclusion and safety of a
convent home, and 8t. Joseph's, of Philadelphia, was her
cholce:

For two years the girl made great progress, and ad-
vanced rapidly in her studies,

Then suddenly she tock the management of her young
life into her own undlsciplined hands, and ane day this let-
ter reached her mother:

“Good-by. I have left St. Jo to go on the stage. Don't
fret. You shall yet be prond of me. Forglve yvour

“FLORENCE."

A cpreless letter, written In the vanity and pride of a
fooHlsh girl's heart. It did its fatal work, for the mother
huz ginca become broken hearted, and tears and sorrow
have awept all the happiness from the lttle home.

Six years ago Florence Richardson was first seen In the

“*Tenderloin.'

Threa weeks ago she tgled to kill herself. A woman
frisnd saved her, A few davs ago she tried It agaln,

A cabman brought her, unconscious, to the West Thir-
tieth street pollce station, and Sergeant Daly sent her to
the New York Hospital, Her first words when she came
to herself were:

“I didn’'t mean to do it," a wall of shame and regret,

Haggard, worn and 11l in the refuge at Fifty-third street
she tells her own story, which carries its own moral. Tt Is
& teérribla warning to ather girls who afe tempted to leave
home for the false allurements of the Tenderloln.

Mr. and Mrs. Booth-Tucker to the Journal:

OUR Aearts go out in sympathy and desire to belp those
whose condition and sorros are but foo familiar to us,
the downfrodden flowwers of our social life.

More than a thousand such pass through our homes in the
United States every year,

Allogw us fo extend a hearty God bless you and a helping
hand fo every one sudh Wwho Wishes fo forsake the Iife that
means such misery fo themselwes. There is an open door

and hearty Welcome for ail.

Why “Home Sweet Home" Is
Preferable to the Tenderloin,

THE
DOWN-
WARD
PATH
OF THE
TENDER-

BY FLORENCE RICHARDSON,

ROM the time 1 laft tha eonvent my
Hfe has been & mlsery,

I'tell my tragle story that |t may
prove a warnlng and an ald to other girls.
I bare nothing ta lose by telling the his-
tory of my [fe In the *Tenderloln” and LO[N
perhaps oy WIt®r experience may canse Vir
some. hopeless, mlsgulded, wpman to pe- HTH
mounce her evll ways,

It Is hard to remember jnat why I ran ITS

away from the convent. T was so happy PR‘OFOUND

there, and my vacstions were all s
B ) 1 pent at
home, whers I had every reasopable wish MORAL-

gratified, Our lousé was on the river
bank, with big trees In front, and 1 often
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used to watch the old captains bhanling In
thelr shad pets. .

IE all comes back to me now, but then
I was careless and yonng,

I wanted to be famous. I thonght 1
coutld hecome a grant actress, wear heauil-
ful gowns and have hosts of lovers.

So'one day I run away from my peacefal
convent home.

My first appearance was in a comle opera
In Philadelphla, but I Bnd not volce enough
ta be very successful. After that I took a
leading part In & second-rate company of
“The Two Orphans.”

While with this organization I met the
only man I huve ever loved, and after three
days' acquaintance we married and went
to Furope on ocur honeymoen. ‘Phis was
a long perlod of happiness, of peape of
mind, of foy at being hls wife. We were
Eone nearly a year,

After onr return we lived In New York
Ih & Yeaotitu! homs on Sixty-third street,

For a time all went woell Wa loved
and wa were happy. He had led a fast
lifs bafore he met me, The recollections
of the Tenderloln clung to him and be
A00k me there.

I thought It must be lovely to be o
EnY, and soon I was infatuated by the tin-
¢l nnd Ansh, knowing nothing of the
sordidness and evll underneath. Then it
was that T took my first glass of wine I
ehnll never forgat #t. It made the world
0 ‘bright; It digstpated all sad thoughts,
and, alas, I kept on, taking If more and
Tore,

The man I loved, too Iate, saw my dan.
ger and tried to ebeclk It, but po, I was
‘Started, and the easy slide on the down-
ward path was begin. Those days 1
Wanted constant excitement. T loved the
Elitter nnd morbil” fascination of the Ten-
derloln;, | courted admiration and my
whole nature underwest a change.

o0t I beeame oblivlens to my pretty
homes and 1ts dutles, #nd onme day, two
TFours ago, 1 was deserted.

This ealamity soberéd me for the mo-
ment, and the horror of It all mppalied
me. For the first time 1 thought of my
1pther, end read over agaln *her Jast let-
tor, which sald: "Came. home, darllng. or
my heart must break.”

For days these words ring In my ears
and sounded asbove every soulless Inugh
and foollsh fest, Penlient and contrite, 1
determined to go home. but that very
afternoon T met a gir! I knew, and the
old. temptations overcnme e, X

From. that day all thought of reforma-

tlon left me, and I plunged downward to
fhe bottam of the bl of inlsfortnne,
'dogr_ldntlm‘l and shame. T took up my
home in the Tenderloln. on Thirty-first
street. My romorse was nneesasine, and
to drown it [ drank constantly,

Fihally one night [ tricd morfphine, and

after the first dose wgs rarely ever {ree
from lte effects. It deadened my sensibll-
Itlts, and my only comfort was to try
and forget.

You would bhe surprised to know how

much_morphine Is used by women of the
“Tenderloin,' and how euslly they can get
t. Why, I could buy from at least half
n dozen places enough to kill twenty
paopie,
*The first dose s wsually preseribed by a
doctor, who thus eases many a drink-
maddenad bratn, and afterward the woman
can get the prescription put up as often
a3 ehe pleases. One of the saddest sights
In that dreadful distriet Is to-sea youug
girls faliing under the evil Infatusation of
the morphine habit #nd to reallze how
little Is done to check Itz snle. 1 became
80 addicted to It and to drink that 1 was
raraly myself.

I think % was almost Insane thers. I
used to st In cafes, stupefied, untll the
musie, nolse and Jights were unbeirable.

Thiovgh it all T conld see my mother's
face with the hearthrenk in Ir. I hated
my lfe, realizing too Iate its fearful empti-
ness, and three weeks ago I mnde my first
attempt to end It.. T was sitting upstalrs
At the Calro eafe, with three companions,

FLORENCE RICHARDSON.

(Photograph by Lowy, Vienna)
# Sonz I had loved. 1 tHed aooller deinkhere,

and I had enough morphine in my pocket
to kill me. I don't remember when 5, tried
to take it, but I do remember 3 woman's
screnm of terror ns she knocked It from
wy hand.

After this 1 even despatred of taking my
life, althougel so hopeless that desth seemed
the best way out of the darkness.

One night T wandered into the mission
on ‘Phirty-second street, They were sing-
ing “"What a Friend We Have in Jesus,"
nod §t jnst broke my heart.

Good women there, who ouce were lost
girls of the Tenderloln, spoke to me, nnd
urged e to reform. Yet again the resolve
eame {o reak away from the old life, and
I promised them to come ngnln the next
nlght.

But my fbounghts were too bliter.

1 had fallen too low. What hope was
there for me!

These feellugs drove me to the mecond
and last attempt st sulelds,

‘That day stands out vividly. 1 arose early,
fuint and 1. 7 drank whiskey, and then I
took one dose of morphine, I vislted the
old haunte; T tried to be gay, Uut the efore
wis o mlseriable fallure. A pnssing hand-

to deaden its tores,  Late 10 the afternoon
I ngnin went fo the Calrg ecafe, and this
time: sncceeded In taking the doadly drug.
I was fortified by drink and so wretched
that I could not fear. 1 bave no kiea how
much I took, but almost gt gnee I felt
giddy nod [IL

Somehow T managd to get into a eoab,
and told the driver o take me to Harlem.
My desire wis to die fothe eab. I remenm-
ber no more untll T opened my eyes [n the
New York Hospltal, AN, the remorse and
shame T there experisnced!

The kindness and sympathy of those at-
tending me went to my very soul, Right
there I determined to go home ns soon as
I econld,

No outslder ean fully appreciate the de-
spalr of & “Tenderloln” girl wlo wants
to Hwve stralght. No decent houses are
open to her, but only the evl] places she
has known so lopg. Tt Is pitiful and terri-
ble. I wns wealk ond [, snd the future
seemed wtterly whthont Hope,

Perhaps T should have fallen agnain, but
just then a good llitlé woman whose life
is £pent Tn refenlog Just such nnfortunates
g8 1 took me by the hand and bronght me

Now, when I'smi well I'm going anme,
My mother knows I am coming, and het
love Vs great and wide enough to forglve all
Without doubt it s remorse that leads
women' of the “Tonderioln’  to drink.
They are haunted by memories of those
wliose hearts they have broken, and even In
the midst of the gayest scene a famlllar
strala ‘of musle or n passidgg word will set
all the quivering heprt strings throbblng
with pain, “Phen we reach ont wildly and
tnke the drink and the drng. Every girl
in tlie Tenderioln to-dny knows that her
corinlh Iz mlzery unepeikahle, but she
lncks eonvage to stop.

‘Fliere Is nothing they fedr more than
deéath,  They bhave a dreadful borror of
the Potrer's Flold or the Morgue or belng
left to the care of strangers. TFor this rea-
son many of them have their lives fnsured,
g0 that they may be decently buried.

There 18 oo real pleasare In the ]life,
It 15 all talse and Hollow from bheginning to
end; all decelt and &in.

Lot the Tenderlotn go, wwith lts rode
songl, Its mirthless laughter, and I wish
every poor lost glel there could ryeallye, ns
1 do, that *“Thete’'s no place Hke home."

srgin played *‘Just a Song. at Twilight,"
i

HOW BRITISH CAVALRYMEN LEARN TO SEVER A NECK AT

A SINGLE STROKE.

Tl’l’[-‘. Fifteonth Hussars of Heér Ma-

Jesty's Cavalry are as near mounted

perfectlon " ns ome could expect to
find in all the gstanding armies of the
warld. These lllustrations show in part
how these British, rough rlilers are traloml
i the art of taking the enemy’s head off
at fall gallop.

Mie exposures thronglh the camera’s eye
iasted but the thousandth part of a second
anid are so clean cnt that fhe picture really
looks loactive.

This Is not only tralnlng for the Hus
aare, but It makes up a very large propor-
tlon of thelr gport. The rod connecting
the buoibh with the post ia lead, and of
gufficlent thickness and consistency to rep-
resent abont the same reslstance to the
sabre ns would the neck of a man. A
cavalrympjn who cannot cleave it at oue
stroke 15 not regarded ag much of a
swordsman, nor Is he permitted to onld
himeelf a finlshed horseman and swords-
man untll he can,

An ntisck of thesps fighters i ahout as
!mrq th restgt as nn onslaught of a'rkil!_err.
The Fifteenth Hussars occupy the most
exafed  position among Britlsh  eavaloy-
en.

Path in the. Tenderloin.
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PLEASURE—The Love of Drink.
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